to vie with one another in the brilliancy and scantiness of
their clothing, and finally a finish on a wild piece of land
leading on to the deep yellow sands. Here a small circle
of rudely fashioned huts had been knocked together whose
dried-grass sides offered the least amount of protection
the modern man or woman could conceive. We were
solemnly presented on our arrival at the hotel with a very
modern key which gave us the exclusive rights to one of
these edifices, but a spirit of communism seemed to exist
amongst the bathers and everyone helped himself on his
or her arrival to the best situated or largest shelter.
There is no restaurant or cocktail bar or any of the
modern adjuncts of civilisation existing here, but the woods
on either side, consisting chiefly of umbrella pines, banana
trees and a coco-nut grove, afford deep and pleasant shade.
There are many recesses for picnics or an alfresco nap.
The bathing itself is wonderful, the water is as clear as
crystal and as blue as the skies. It has that magnetic salty
odour always found at its best in tropical countries.
There is a barbaric element about the place hard to
explain, but it is supposed to be the private property of
the hotel, and certainly its solitude is a very attractive
feature.
One day a party of very cheerful Americans lunching
at the hotel came over and introduced themselves. They
knew connections of my wife's and claimed to be on friendly
terms with my American publishers. The hostess, a very
charming lady, invited us all over to a picnic lunch and
bathe on the private beach of her own estate about five
miles away. We accepted with pleasure and spent a most
enjoyable day notwithstanding a few grim moments at
the termination of our morning bathe. Drying ourselves
on the sands, a very casual and most unnecessary per-*
formance, I pointed out to our hostess one of her servants
in the white linen livery of the house who was standing
on the edge of a ridge about a hundred yards out at sea :
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